x ne i ragcaie oj — — . »■ • - 

Thislowring temped of your home-bred hate» 

Nor neucr by aduifed purpofe meetc, 

T © plot, contriue, or complot any il l» 

Gainft vij car ftate, our fubiects,or our land. 
2i*/.Ifwearc. 

More, and I, to keepe althis. 

'Bui. NoifFolke, fo fare at to mine enemy: 

By this time, had the King permuted vs, 

One of our foules had wandred in theayre, 

Baniiht this fraile fepulchre ofourflcfh. 

As no W our flelh is baniiht from this land, 

Codfefle thy treafons ere thou flic the rcalrne, 

Since thou haft far to go, bcare not along 
The clogging burthen of a guiltic foule. ’ 

Mott. No Bullingbrooke,ifeucrlweretraitour, 
My name be blotted from the booke of life. 

And I from heauen baniiht as from hence: 

But what thou art,God,thou ,and I, do know , 

And al too foone (I fcare) the king ftulrew: 

Farcwel (my Leige) now no way can I rtray, 

Sauc back to England al the world s my way . 

King Vncleicuen in the glafles of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy fad alpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yceres 
Pluckt foure away, fix frozen winters fpent, 

Returne with welcome home frdm banilhment. 

: Bull. How long a time lies in one little word, 

Foure lagging winters and foure wanton fprings, 

End in i word, fuch is the breath of Kiogs. 

gaunt. I thanke my leige, that in regard of me, 

He Ihortens foure yeares of my lbnncs exile. 

But little vantage ih?l I reape thereby: 

Forerc the fixeycares that hie hath co fpend 

Can change their mooncs, and bring their times about. 
My oitc-dricd lampe, and time bewafted light 
Shal be extinft with ageandendlcffe nights, 

My intch of taper will be burnt and done. 

And blindfold Death not let me Tec my fonne. , 



* • King Richard the fecond. 

King- Why V nckle thou haft: many yeeres to Hue. 
Gaunt. But not a minute (Kmg)JthaC thou canft giue. 
Shorten my dayesthou canft with fullen forrow, 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow: 

Thou canft hclpe time to furrow me with age. 

But ftoppe no rjvrincklein his pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy fonne is baniiht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue a party, verdift gaue, 
Whyatouriuftice feemft thou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fweete to taftc, proue in digeftion foyvrc. 
You vrgemeasa judge, but I had rather, 

You would haue bid me argue tike a father, 

Ohhad’tbeenea ftranger, not my child, \ 

To fmooth his fault I would haue beene more rail del: 

A partial flaunder ought I toavoyde. 

And in the fentence my o wn life deftroyde: 

Alas , I lookt when fomc of you Iholild fay, 

I wastoo ftriff to make mine owne away: 

But you gaue leaue to my vn willing tongue, 

Againft my willtodo my felfethiswrongi 
King. Coofen farewel,and V nckle, bid him!©, 

Sixe yeres we banifti him.andhe flial go. 

Au. Gofin tare wcl, what prefence muftnot kaow. 

From where you do remaine, let paper fhew. 

Mar. My Lord, no leaue take I ,for I will ride 

As far as land wil lctme by your fide. ~ * 
gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doe ft thou hoard thy words. 
That thou rctuirneftfno greeting to thy friends# 

"Bull. I haue toofew to take niy leaue of you, 

When the tongues office-lhould be prodigall 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefe i* but thy abferifefor a time. ; 

M. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefect for thartime, 

Y?. i. What is fixe wtorcfsjthey arequitfely gone. 
r H ■ 1 omeniri ioy, but griefe makes one houre ten. 
yam. Call it a trauaile that thou rakft for pleafure. 

C M 
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